CHAPTER 283 


May 23, 2014 


“Hey Justin?” 
“Yeah?” 
“Have | ever told you how much | hate you?” 


Maya and Justin were sitting at the kitchen table, foreheads pressed against its 
surface in misery; though in Maya’s case, Justin could only assume it had to do with 
her hangover. She had gotten pretty drunk last night; hell, so did Justin. Even Chie 
did, and she normally didn’t drink, and for good reason. | guess there was some 
things that happened in your life that were so awful you’d do anything to numb the 
influence. Still, as drunk as they had been and as hungover as they were now, Justin 
couldn’t think of anything that could cause Maya to outright despise Justin. It wasn’t 
like he had given her the strong shit or anything like that; oh ho no, that was all for 
him that night. Hell, even with his head splitting down the middle, he still wouldn’t 
mind getting dead fucking drunk right now. Maybe if he just drank enough he could 
get alcohol poisoning and kill himself off before life did for him. He had been 
smoking though, even though he had significantly cut back on his nicotine intake. If 
there was any time to get back into smoking, it was unexpected pregnancy. | mean, 
unless you were the mother in that scenario, in which case smoking was probably a 
really bad idea. But last Justin checked he wasn’t the mother, so he was going to 
smoke his motherfucking brains out. He raised his head from the table just enough 
to lay eyes on Maya’s face planted into the surface in front of her, flicking his wrist 
slightly to tap the ashes off the tip of his cigarette. 


“What'd | fuck up this time?” He questioned. He had enough on his plate without 
Maya bitching and moaning about him, as she seemed so inclined to do over the 
recent days that had passed. She seemed pretty angry about something, though 
what Justin couldn’t even fathom. She slowly raised her eyes from the desk, eyes 
still bloodshot from the heavy drinking from the night prior. 


“Why do you have to go and put ideas in my head when I’m drunk?” Justin stared at 
her blankly for a moment. True enough, giving her any idea while she was 
inebriated was probably an awful idea, but to be honest he couldn’t recall what it 
was he told her, if he told her anything at all. As far as he knew, she was just so 
drunk she imagined Justin giving her bad advice, which for the record, Justin very 
much appreciated how Maya subconsciously saw Justin as some godfather of awful 
life choices and advices. And by that, | mean he didn’t appreciate it at all. It was 
true, but that didn’t mean he liked it. Her glare tightened up a bit as it slowly 


dawned upon her Justin hadn’t the slightest idea what she was talking about. “You 
don’t remember anything last night do you?” 


“| have a hangover and | still want to get drunk. Does that answer your question?” 
Justin remarked snidely in turn, playing around with the cigarette in the tips of his 
fingers, as if to examine it from every angle. Maya just sighed in turn before resting 
her head against her forearms on the table once again. Yeah, that answered her 
question fairly well actually. Still, Justin was curious since while he didn’t remember 
anything last night, Maya most certainly did, and from the sounds of it, she wasn’t 
too pleased with Justin. “Feel free to enlighten me.” 


“You give the worst relationship advice you know that?” She rubbed at her eyes a 
bit, as if to try and wake herself up from some kind of nightmare. Or perhaps just to 
see if she was actually awake and what she feared was real had actually happened. 
Granted, it was nowhere near as bad as Justin’s predicament, and in that regard he 
really didn’t want to hear her complaining, but for her, it might as well have been 
the world. 


“Yeah, actually, | kinda do.” Justin rolled his eyes a bit before taking a drag of his 
cigarette. He didn’t need Maya to tell him how much of a fuck up he was when it 
came to one’s love life. He was more than aware of that fact without others 
reminding him. “So what am | expecting to hear happened? You got really drunk, 
pissed on your boyfriend, then broke up?” He questioned. That was generally how 
these drunk stories tended to go, especially when a drunk person was getting 
advice from an even drunker person. No one questioned anything, and there was 
definitely something lost in translation. 


“No, nothing that bad.” 

“You both decided that there’s no better time than college to go streaking.” 
“No.” 

“In a strange twist of faith you proposed to him.” 

“No...” 

“You've discovered that you secretly had a raging fetish for handcuffs.” 


“lf he had them | wouldn't be surprised.” She sighed, reaching out to take another 
sip of the cup of coffee she had poured earlier. It was cold from her having left it 
there on the table while she wallowed around in her feelings of shame and disgust. 
Justin on the other hand, was in the middle of inhaling some smoke from his 
cigarette when he started to choke a bit on the puffs of nicotine in his lungs. Talk 
about the shittiest timing in the world for this to happen. To be fair, he should have 
noticed from how much of a mess she looked that something along those lines had 
happened. Her hair was all messed up and tangled in knots, which usually never 


happened since she had tended to wear it up lately; and of course, her hands were 
a little jittery. 


“Wait, hold on, wait one fucking second.” Justin spoke up, a sense of urgent fear 
washing over him in tides. Look, when he said that the next step in their 
relationship was to do the nasty, it was long before Chie had popped this shit on 
him. Now the mere thought of sex sent a shiver down his spine knowing all too well 
what could happen when you weren’t careful. And given that Maya was drunk as 
fuck, he somehow doubted she was being careful. Hell, technically she never 
consented in the first place, she was that fucking drunk. Not to say we were 
heading up the rape alley or anything along those lines, but Maya still probably 
wouldn’t have gone through with it if she was a little more sober. “Oh Christ, what 
the hell do you think you’re doing Maya?” 


“Hey what are you getting angry at me for; you were the one that’s been riding me 
to get in bed with him for weeks no- ugh | just realized the poor choice in words...” 
Maya cut herself off, sticking her tongue out a bit, as if to get a sour taste out of her 
mouth. She just... never wanted to hear anything about sex ever again. Justin folded 
his arms a bit. Yeah, it was true he did; but given the circumstances, it was 
understandable that he was gonna go back on his word. Not that Maya knew what 
had been going on between him and Chie as of lately, only that he seemed 
miserable beyond words. 


“Yeah, well... | was wrong.” Justin sighed a bit. Not really any other way he could 
put it without giving away the pregnancy, which Chie just wasn’t ready to tell 
anyone about, nor Justin really. | mean, it would be one thing if it had been 
intentional, but it wasn’t, so it wasn’t like coming out and saying ‘hey we’ve got a 
bundle of joy on the way,’ it was more like coming out and saying ‘hey, we gota 
mistake on the way!’ For the record, Justin was gonna have to make a mental note 
to stop calling his kid a mistake; that really wasn’t gonna do wonders for the boy. 
He sighed and rubbed at his forehead a bit. “Please tell me he at least used a 
condom.” 


“He pulled out.” Maya blushed slightly. The specifics about what happened last 
night were mostly lost upon her, but there were some things she remembered quite 
vividly; and those things she rather not talk about. They were kind of intimate after 
all, even in a really drunken one night stand kind of way. But then, you can bet 
Yosuke was probably bragging about it to all his friends knowing him, so | guess she 
had just as much right to bitch and moan about it to hers... It wasn’t quite the 
same. Hell she actually felt worse talking about it than she did just looping what she 
could remember from last night in her head over and over again. “/ fee/ dirty.” She 
eventually muttered, allowing her head to fall back down to the table in front of her. 
Save it for marriage, she said; had to make him work for it... Amazing what alcohol 
can do to a person. Which reminded her she never wanted to drink again if this was 
the kind of shit she did when she was drunk. Justin sighed a bit with relief. 


“Well... At least it’s over with | guess.” He muttered. Granted, he still wasn’t entirely 
cool with all of this, but he did tell Maya to do it in the first place, so he wasn’t in 
any position to complain. He just prayed to god Yosuke was super drunk too, 
otherwise this was gonna be a heavy handed story of exploitation that ended with 
Justin throwing Yosuke out a five story window. He tapped his fingers along the top 
of the table for a moment, soaking everything in and contemplating the matter... As 
awful as this is, he was a little curious since Maya had seemed so vocally against 
this before. “So... How was it?” 


“Justin, you are literally the last person on the planet | would tell that stuff. You’d 
probably go upstairs and jack off to my testimony.” She countered snidely. Truth be 
told, he probably would if it were any other person, but given that this was his self- 
proclaimed sister, that would be... really... REALLY fucked up. Also Yosuke was 
involved, so that would ruin the entire image for Justin... | mean, whatever wasn’t 
already ruined by thought of his sister getting laid in the first place. 


“Maya, | tell people all the time you’re my sister. Do you REALLY think I’m gonna 
jack off to anything involving you?” 


“Thanks for the vote of confidence.” She rolled her eyes. Justin always did know 
how to make her feel like the ugliest girl in the world with those snide ass remarks. 
Sometimes she wondered what she ever saw in the guy; but then, there were still 
times were she kind of heaved with a certain sense of longing when he turned the 
corners, so it was kind of a love-hate relationship going on here. “/ don’t know, it 
was... Alright | guess... Really fucking sore though...” She groaned before letting her 
head fall back down to the table in front of her. 


“Yeah, that... tends to happen.” Justin answered, trying not to think too deeply on 
the matter. You would have thought Yosuke would have went easier on her given it 
was her first time, but from the sounds of it he went all in. To be fair, Chie was a 
little sore the next day too, but that was more because Justin had no idea what he 
was doing than he was overstepping his boundries. He sighed a bit taking one more 
puff off his cigarette before getting up. He had to meet Chie to talk some things 
over, and it was about time he left. “Don’t worry too much about it, you'll be fine.” 
He smiled, ruffling her hair slightly. At least, he had at first. “Wait, when did you 
start using hair gel?” 


“That’s not gel.” 


He immediately jumped back in disgust. “Oh jesus! What the fuck were you two 
doing!?” 


“Look, | was drunk. | didn’t expect the trajectory.” 


